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Christmas Eve 

Through silence whose unmeasured depth doth awe, 

From leaden canopy above, the snow 

Drifts lightly down, and o’er the world comes peace. 

In lowly hovel through whose casements bare 
The cold frost creeps; in cozy mansions bright. 
There children sleep and wait the coming morn. 

And all the world is still; all robed in white 
She stands in reverence of some great power; 

And man commemorates the birth of Christ. 


John A. Ball, '25. 
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The Taming of the Sheik 



I HE curtain had fallen, and thus ended the play, 
‘‘Her Sister's Husband." When the actors came 
back on the stage to bid the audience good night, 
the good-looking girl who had played the part of the dan- 
cing girl, pulled off a wig and, instead of a girl, there stood 
a boy about twenty-one years old. 

The audience was spellbound; no one had dreamed she 
was a man, and among those most surprised was Dick 
Cantrell. “Is that Dave Fieaster, my old college chum?" he 
said to himself. “No, that couldn't be; but it sure looks 
like him," he continued, half aloud. 

After everyone had left the hall Dick went behind the 
stage to make sure. He was almost certain it was Dave. 
He was walking through a little hall leading to the dress- 
ing rooms when he was challenged by a very coarse voice, 
“Hey, you! Whatya think dis is, ya birthday? Who said 
you could come back here?" It was the stagedoor keeper. 

“Oh, er — yes, sir — I mean, no, sir! Er — could I see the 
fellow who played the girl's part?" stammered Dick. 

“Ah! you are a friend of his, are ye? Well, just step 
this way. I'll show you his room." Luck was coming his 
way. But suppose this man was not Dave, then what? 

“Ye see," continued the doorkeeper, “there are so many 
bums try to slip behind the stage I've got my hands full 
trying to keep 'em out. You know how it is, though." 

“Why, sure," agreed Dick. “Don't feel bad about the 
way you spoke. I understand." 

About this time the doorkeeper knocked on a door and 
a very feminine voice answered, “Who is it?" 

“It’s just me, Mr. Davidson; somebody wants to see 
you; says he's a friend of yours," said the doorkeeper. 

“All right, open the door and show him in — Why, 
Dick! what in the world! You are the last person in the 
world I expected to see here in this town. What are you 
doing?” said Dave. 
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“Dave ! And you ; what in the world will you be up to 
next?” exclaimed Dick, shaking hands. 

“Boy, I’m sure glad to see you! It looks good to see 
you after two years. Here, sit down.” 

“Tell me about yourself. How come you in this out- 
fit?” asked Dick. 

“Ah ! I don’t know. When I left school I went to New 
York and fooled around till I got the job; that’s all,” ex- 
plained Dave. 

“Yes, and you changed your name to Davidson and 
ever3d;hing. Some class to you. Well, you sure make a 
good-looking girl, anyway. You are just the type for that, 
though.” 

“How are you and your girl, Rhoda Tillman, coming on? 
Are you married yet?” asked Dave. 

“No, not yet. Nick Wilson has almost split us up. He 
is a boy over in Sparta who thinks he’s a Sheik. He tries 
to see how many couples he can split up. Nobody likes him 
much here in Hendersonville, but in Sparta he sits on 
high,” answered Dick. 

“Ah, well! So long as he didn’t ruin your playhouse 
all’s O. K.,” said Dave. “Why don’t you boys get together 
and take him down a notch or two?” 

“What are we going to do to him? He’s quit coming 
over to Hendersonville and we can’t do anything to him in 
Sparta, very well,” replied Dick. 

“There are plenty of ways to get even with a boy with- 
out beating him up. You can get even easy without that. 
When will you be in Sparta again?” asked Dave. 

“They are giving a dance Friday night and I’m sup- 
posed to go over then. But Rhoda’s mad and I don’t think 
I’ll go,” said Dick. 

“I’D tell you what let’s do. I’ll go with you as your 
new girl. I’ll dress up in one of these dresses and we’ll go 
over and see how much speed he can make with me,” said 
Dave. 

“Sure! That’s rich! Do you think you can put it 
over?” 
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“Why can’t I? I do it every day, almost. Sure I can put 
it over,” Dave assured him. 

“Well, I tell you what let’s do; day after tomorrow’s 
Friday, and between now and then you and I must be seen 
together lots in public, so the news will spread that I’ve 
a new girl. Is that all right?’’ 

“That’s bully! Now, let’s make some plans.’’ 

The two boys sat there till late that night discussing 
their plans and going over old times they had in school. It 
was good to be together after being parted a few years. 

The next afternoon Dave and “Miss Nell Fieaster’’ were 
seen on Broadway and in Candyland and in every place the 
younger folks hung out. News was spread very quickly 
that Dick had a new girl, and she was “so much better 
looking than his old girl, Rhoda.” 

Rhoda heard and was heartbroken. She wasn’t really 
angry. She only meant to scare him up a bit. Ah ! if she 
only had him back she would never be angry again. It was 
too late now, she thought. It had gone too far. The news 
had spread and had done its work. 

Friday night Dick and Dave started for Sparta. Both 
were in high hopes. It was to be lots of fun. Oh, if Nick 
Wilson would only fall for “Nell,” and Dick was pretty 
sure of that. 

The car pulled up to the curb at the Vauxhall Club and 
Dick and “Miss Nell Flieaster” got out and went into the 
dance. 

There was Nick, trying his fancy sidestep with a pretty 
little blonde who seemed thrilled to death to have such a 
Sheik dance with her. She was an out-of-town girl and 
didn’t know Nick well, or maybe she would not have had 
that look of satisfaction marked so plainly on her face. 

Just then Nick saw Nell, and he increased his fancy 
steps; he wanted to attract this wonderful girl of Dick’s. 
Then someone broke in on Nick; he was free, he would 
meet her now. Dick’s brother broke in on him and Dick 
was free to introduce Nick to this wonderful dancer. 
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Nick came up and said, “Dick, I’m sorry I caused you 
and Rhoda to split up ; I didn’t mean to do it.” 

“That’s all right, Nick, forget it. I’ve got a new girl 
now; she sure is a peach.” 

“Won’t you introduce me to her?” asked Nick. 

“Nothing doing! You busted my other girl and me up, 
and you are not going to have a chance with this one,” said 
Dick, with a show of anger, which he knew would make 
Nick want to meet Nell all the more. 

“Aw ! come on, be a sport ; I promise I won’t take her 
away from you,” pleaded Nick. 

“You hate yourself, don’t you? Who said you could 
take her away from me?” sneered Dick. 

“I’ll bet I can,” boasted Nick. 

“All right, let’s see if you can. Come on. I’ll be a sport 
and let you try.” 

Dick went over and tapped on the arm the boy that was 
dancing with Nell and said, “Miss Fieaster, Mr. Wilson,” 
and he gave Dave a wink. 

“Glad to know you, Mr. Wilson,” said Nell. 

“It’s sure a pleasure to know you. I’ve always looked 
for a girl like you, and before to-night I’ve never seen one,” 
said Nick, as he glided off with his most fancy step. 

“You are so flattering, Mr. Wilson,” said Nell, with a 
little squeeze on Nick’s hand. 

Just then someone broke and Nick was left alone with 
his thoughts. He had never seen a girl so beautiful. Some- 
thing about her was so alluring, and the little squeeze she 
gave his hand was most thrilling. He was sure he could 
like this girl, and he must win her love. He would take 
her on the balcony, out in the moonlight, where he would 
have more advantage. With his knowledge of women and 
a dark comer on the balcony and the moonlight, he was 
sure he could make any woman love him. 

The night passed on, and Nick, with his flattering 
remarks and fancy steps, seemed to be making wonderful 
speed with Nell. When he asked her for an intermission, 
she gave it to him, and said they would have such a won- 
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derful time together during the intermission if they were 
alone. 

After the dance was over and Dave and Dick were on 
their way home, Dick said, “Well, what about it?” 

“Gee! that boy sure hates himself. You would have 
died laughing if you had seen him with his, ‘Do you love 
me, honey?' and ‘Kiss me once again,' and ‘Oh, your won- 
derful eyes I' and the Lord only knows what else.'' 

“Did you kiss him, Dave?'' asked Dick, with a laugh. 

“Sure, had to to make everything turn out right. And 
I gave him a date for Sunday afternoon. He is coming 
over to Hendersonville and we are going to take a ride. 
I'll make a fool out of him,'' he said, laughing. 

“What's next? You went further than I expected you 
to go. We haven't made plans for the rest. What shall we 
do next?'' asked Dick. 

“Shall we expose him in Hendersonville or shall we take 
him back to Sparta, where all his dear friends will see him ? 
I think Sparta's the best place, don't you ?'' asked Dave. 

“Sparta's the place. I'll go over Sunday afternoon be- 
fore you all get there and get his gang together in the drug 
store, and you come in and expose him. How's that?'' said 
Dick. 

“0. K. Nothing could be finer. Dick, give me a 
cigarette and let me get this awful taste out of my mouth. 
It's sure no fun to go around kissing boys. I'll say,'' said 
Dave. 

Sunday afternoon Dick went over to Sparta and called 
Nick's gang together with the pretense of getting up 
another dance the next Friday in Hendersonville. They all 
razzed him for letting Nick beat his time. Dick acknowl- 
edged defeat; he said Nick was just the better man. 

Just then Nick and “Miss Fieaster'' drove up, got out 
of the car and came into the drug store. Everyone gave 
Dick the horse laugh again. Nick was all smiles, and of 
course he had to act smart before all his admirers. “Well, 
Dick, who took your girl this time? Anything's fair in 
love and war, you know; you will have to admit I'm too 
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good for you,” boasted Nick. *T beat you fair and square, 
and Nell has promised I could be her regular fellow. 
Haven’t you, honey?” 

“Yes, Nick, dear, but first I want to tell you a little 
secret. Would you love me just as much if I was not just 
as I seem and had been keeping something back from you?” 
asked Nell, looking up into Nick’s eyes with the most plead- 
ing expression. 

“Why, sure, Nell, I could never stop loving you.” 

Nick seemed to forget he had an audience he was so 
happy. He had found at last a girl that he really loved. 
“What is it, dear,” he continued, “you want to tell me? 
Don’t be afraid. Nothing could make me stop loving you. 
It would only help to increase my love. What is it, Nell?” 

“Oh ! nothing — very much — only — ” and Dave pulled off 
his wig. 

A gasp could be heard through the store. Nick was 
the first to see the truth, and Dave had to dodge a blow 
meant for his pretty head. The gang broke out in a laugh 
— and poor Nick broke in a run and left the store. 

The next day Nick left for Texas to visit his aunt. He 
could not stand the ridicule that he must meet if he stayed 
in Sparta. They say if you ever mention “Sheik” to him 
now you endanger your life. 

A week later Dick announced his engagement to Rhoda. 

Paul Turner, ’25. 
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Chance Acquaintances 

T was a day in the middle of December. There 
was a fine cold mist falling, which made the day 
look dark. The train was speeding southward. In 
the chair car two young girls, returning home for the 
Christmas holidays, were reading books and munching 
from a large box of candy. 

They had to ride all that day and part of the next 
before they reached their home in southern Georgia. 

Across the car from them sat a very nice looking young 
man. He was about six feet tall and exceedingly well built. 
He had coal black hair and large eyes, which were not set 
too far apart. His nose was straight and his jaw looked 
as if it had been cut out of stone. He was clean shaven 
and his face had good color. His clothes looked as though 
he was a model for some clothing concern. With his hand- 
some face and his expensive looking clothing he looked as 
though he might be either a millionaire or a millionaire’s 
son. 

Grace, who was easily excited, thought he was a movie 
actor. 

Helen and Grace had noticed him when they boarded the 
train and had remarked about his good looks, and won- 
dered who in the world he could be. Helen was sure he 
was the son of a millionaire returning home for the holi- 
days. Grace knew he was an actor, but couldn’t think, 
who he was. 

After they had traveled for a short distance Grace 
looked up from her book in time to see the young man 
wiatching them. She blushed deeply and whispered the 
news to Helen. After that it was impossible for either of 
the girls to read. The young man noticed this and quietly 
arose from his seat and came over to the chairs occupied 
by the girls. He was very nice and apologized to them for 
staring at them. He started a conversation about the va- 
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rious topics of the day and, although they were on the front 
pages of all the newspapers, the girls were at a loss as to 
what he was talking about. 

Grace told herself time after time that he was an actor, 
but she was so excited she couldn’t think who he was, and 
didn’t dare to ask him for fear she might hurt his feelings 
by not knowing him. 

Helen, who was more level-headed, while carrying on a 
halfway conversation with him, tried to think who he 
might be, but she was in the dark just as much as her 
cousin. 

After talking for a short while he took his departure, 
promising to see them again in the afternoon. 

He went back to his seat, leaving the girls’ minds going 
around like a merry-go-round. They wanted to talk about 
the good-looking young man, but they were afraid that he 
might hear them, so when the porter announced lunch they 
were glad for the chance to escape . 

Once in the diner they could hardly order their lunches, 
but they finally got control of themselves and then started 
one of the most rapid-fire conversations you ever heard. 

Grace was thinking of the good times she would have 
when she returned to school, telling about her ride with 
the movie actor ; she also wished many times for her movie 
albumns so she could find out who he was. Helen, who was 
more level-headed, tried to quiet her cousin, but this was 
impossible. 

The diner had been filling up all the time, and by the 
time the young man came into the car he could find only 
one place to sit down, and that was at the table the girls 
occupied. He came over and asked Grace, who was facing 
him, if he might sit at their table. She tried to answer, 
but her tongue wouldn’t move, although she tried hard 
enough to make it. 

Helen told him they would be delighted to have him. 
The rest of the meal was an ordeal to Grace. She couldn’t 
talk, and she was so excited she couldn’t hold her knife 
and fork. The young man noticed this and tried to talk 
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infn i, • 6 «*• AS tney left the diner and walked 

Europe. This was a Viar^i ki V “ “ States and 

Bill Greene, ’ 26. 
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The Biography of a Tennessee Miner 

H HEN the shrill blast of the three o'clock whistle 
dies away and the red sun is sinking below the 
tops of the hills, the men come from the pit-mouth 
of the mines in groups of threes and dozens. Some are 
walking, others riding the cars, which make regular trips 
through the different entries to bring the men outside. All 
are black from the day's labor. One by one as he reaches 
daylight takes his lamp from his cap and empties the car- 
bide container, rauls out his lamp, which is a term for 
cleaning the tube of the lamp with a small wire so as to 
have it ready for the next morning. 

The usual talking and laughter can be heard as the 
men make their way to the bath house, which is a neces- 
sity to their existence. “How many didja load?" “How's 
top?" “How did your shots fire?" “How's tracks?' are the 
usual questions asked by each of his fellow workmen. 

Then on into the bath house they go with a continuous 
rumble of voices, laghter and joking. “Wash my back 
and I'll wash yours." “Go to hell, mine's already clean," 
etc. This and a general joking goes on all the time. 

Never have I seen these people angry enough to fight, 
although they do shoot to kill. If they like you they will 
risk their lives to help you, but if they don't, beware! you 
won't last long. 

Happy? Yes, always. Nothing to worry about. Plen- 
ty to eat and a place to sleep. If provisions run short there 
is plenty of work, and three days out of each week, which 
is eriough work to keep meat and bread in the home, won't 
hurt any one. They are peculiar people, happy, religious, 
contented, mean, lazy, hard working. All of this, of course, 
in their own way and not in the same sense as we who do 
not understand would see it. 

In this atmosphere Roscoe Wilson was bom to a family 
of the average working class. Into the filth and humble- 
ness of the home. His father was a stoop-shouldered man 
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of massive stature, fitted for the work he was in. His 
mother was a large woman, much too broad for her height, 
just a typical woman of that class. Careful and kind she 
was in her way; in ours, ignorant and hard. It was in a 
home of this sort that Roscoe was cared for, clothed and 
sent to school. 

He grew to a strapping boy of eighteen, a little better 
educated than Ws parents, but endowed with the same 
heart and soul. He had liked school and had studied, but 
at the age of eighteen he felt that it was time to help 
himself and lift the burden of his keeping from the shoul- 
ders of his tired father, who had other members of the 
family to see through until they could help themselves. 

With this in mind, Roscoe left his home to seek his for- 
tune. His idea of fortune was a good job to which not so 
much labor was attached. He, too, had the same lazy 
spirit of his people. 

With these hopes on his young heart he went to a 
mining camp where, as it had been rumored, they were 
paying better wages. There he sought work. To his great 
disappointment there were no jobs at that time. Others, 
hearing the same story, had come in ahead of him. There 
he was in a strange place without job or money. 

The time soon rolled around when he was forced to 
spend his last dime for a meager portion of cheese and 
crackers, which were to serve as his supper. After he 
had parted with his last money he dragged himself down 
the hill out from the camp to an overhanging rock under 
which was to be his resting place for the night. 

As he sat munching his cheese and crackers in the 
moonlight, he was .thinking. His body was weak and sore, 
but his brain was active. There under that rock, in that 
same moonlight, he made up his mind that if he ever did 
get a job he would save ten cents out of every dollar. With 
this thought and his plans for a job buried in his mind, 
he fell asleep. 

The next morning he awoke, tired and hungry. With 
shaky steps he made his way, as he had done several mom- 



a 


/ 

MONTGOMERY BELL BULLETIN 15 

ings now, to the tipple, where the men assembled and 
waited for the cars to take them to their places in the 
mines. 

“Hi, thar, boy, you wanta work?” He turned around 
quickly. Could it be possible that this person might be 
speaking to him, he wondered. It was, but at first he 
could not answer. “Wall, what say? Speak up,” came the 
same gruff voice. 

“Sure,” he answered, “I need a job.” 

“Then load up those tools and climb in that car,” came 
the order, “we’re going to fifth left.” 

Hardly realizing what it was all about, he loaded the 
tools and was soon rolling towards the opening in the 
mountain, and to the job he had dreamed about the "night 
before. 

The work was hard and when three o’clock came Roscoe 
was glad. “Wal, son, howdje like yer job?” his boss asked 
as they started for the outside. “You are a hard-working 
lad and you don’t know the hang of the thing, but if you 
will stick to me I will teach you how~to keep your family 
alive.” 

Roscoe agreed to stick. He did not like the job; it was 
hard and very different from the job in his dream. He 
saw that it was either stick or starve, so he readily chose 
the former. It was not long before he realized that every- 
thing was hard in this world and that he had been for- 
tunate in securing a job. He saw that it might have been 
worse. 

Weeks and months dragged on. Soon the time turned 
into years. Yes, it had been three years since he had taken 
the job. And for each dollar he had earned he had put 
one dime of it away. 

One morning as he was waiting for the trip to go in, 
the superintendent called him aside. “Roscoe,” he said, 
“I need some one to work the slope. There you can make 
good money. The coal is easy to get. You can hire your 
own men, and if you manage right you can clean up.” 

Mr, Holt,” he said, “this man Gray has taught me all 
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I know, and I will not leave him unless he is willing. Can 
I let you know in the morning?'' 

Gray agreed that Roscoe was a good boy and a good 
worker, but that he should be given a chance. So Roscoe 
tok the job the next morning. 

One day's work showed him that his dreams had still 
not come true, but that now he would have many more 
dimes to lay away. Each month as he laid the sum away 
he thought of the night under the rock, and the cheese and 
crackers. He could not forget it. 

By his constant pounding away he had accumulated 
a large sum of money in a space of twenty years. Still, a 
miner he was, still a man of that class with a push and 
determination about him. His health was failing and he 
knew it would be only a few years before he would have 
to give up his work as a miner. Lying in water, working 
from ten to twelve hours every day will wear on the strong- 
est body. In this time also he had taken on a wife and now 
had a family of four. 

About this time labor troubles arose. The miners were 
fighting for less work and more pay. In spite of this Ros- 
coe worked steadily without any thought other than to 
lay away as much as possible for the rainy day which he 
knew was inevitable. 

During the worst of the troubles the superintendent 
died and left the company without anyone who could han- 
dle the men. Things looked mighty shady for it. 

One evening while Roscoe was sitting by the fire with 
his family, Mr. Woods, the manager, called him outside. 
“Roscoe," he said, “you have been here twenty years. You 
know the mines and you know the men, and you also know 
our troubles. We need you for a temporary superin- 
tendent." 

“No, no, Mr. Woods, I am not capable," he almost 
shouted. 

“But try," came the worried answer. 

He took the place much against his will. He was shaky 
and uncertain, for he did not think himself capable. 
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In a few weeks it was very evident that the company 
had been wise, for Roscoe Wilson was the very man for 
the place. 

This happened several years ago, but Mr, Wilson is 
still' superintendent and is still the same Roscoe to his 
people, for he understands them and sympathizes with 
them. 

This is a true story of our mountain people, who seem 
very peculiar to us, but they are God’s people and help to 
make the world go round. 

Ewing L. Bradford, ’25. 


Christmas 

The air is rife with sweet perfume. 

The spires of cedar flecked with light, 

And children scream in pure delight. 

The maiden’s cheeks are wont to bloom, 

For mistletoe lurks in every room. 

The table creaks in rich array. 

Mystery and witchery hold sway. 

And lustrous golden lights the place illume. 

The sun sinks lower in a glowing sky. 

The twilight falls and stars begin to light, 

The silvery carol voices fill the night; 

The reindeer bells are tinkling now above, 

And stockings we are stuffing on the sly, 

For kiddies wrapt in slumber and in love. 

Floyd Keene, ’27. 
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Ihe school has shown a great deal of school spirit this 
year, even more than in some previous years. We think 

/t ™ade their visit the spirit seemed to 
it out and by getting in behind the boys they brought 

The school has supported the football team to the fullest 
ejrtent this year by attending the home games and also by 
aking trips that could be reasonably made. This goe- 
to show that the school can and will support its teams. 
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Now we have basketball. The school has always put 
out one of the leading teams of the State. Last year the 
team won the State championship and this year it has a 
better chance of winning it again than any school in the 
State. We must get behind the team and show them that 
we will support them in all games. If we do not, the scho n 
cannot equip a team and bring other teams here for games. 
We are greatly hindered by not having a gsTnnasium at 
the school. But let’s get behind them and win another 
championship of the State. 


Ever since M. B. A. has been on the Harding Road it 
has been a problem for the boys to get to school. About five 
years ago the road was very rough, the car service was even 
worse, but now the conditions have been improved. The 
county has built an excellent road, which improved the 
situation, then the Nashville Railway & Light Company 
has placed a switch just in front of the school and the 
company has extended the West End service to this switch. 
Now it is our move. We can at least show our apprecia- 
tion by riding the West End cars. It would be just as 
easy as riding the Belle Meade, and would help the Light 
company reduce the congestion on the Belle Meade. 


Our football season has just been brought to a close, 
and we feel it is only right to say a word in commendation 
of the team and coach here. 

We started out the year with practically an entirely 
new team, only three last year’s letter men being with us. 
And when you consider a lot of new fellows playing to- 
gether for the first time, and then look at their record, you 
cannot but feel proud of them. It is true, perhaps, they did 
not have that old spirit at the beginning, but before the 
season was far from the start they had developed into the 
scrappiest team that M. B. A. has ever known. 

Never before in our remembrance has an M. B. A. team 
suffered such distressing injuries as has our gallant, little 
team this year. It is doubtful if there is a single man on 
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the team that was not injured at one time or another. 
Even in the first game two of our most valuable men were 
knocked out, not for one game, but for four or five. That 
is only a fair example of w'hat the team has had to con- 
tend with throughout the season. And in the face of such 
adversity it might be imagined that they would give up 
the ship and quit. But an M. B. A. team does not quit. 
They were only inspired to fight the harder and to play for 
all they were worth. This is not written as an alibi, but 
only to show to a small degree what great odds our team 
had against them. 

The two chief reasons for our great showing in such 
adversity were Coach Alfred Adams and Capt. George 
Baker. Mr. Adams, coaching us this year for the first 
time, is one of the best liked coaches we have ever had. He 
had a manner of working you in such a way that you liked 
it. Before the season had hardly begun everyone felt a 
warm spot in his heart for him. We only hope Mr. Adams 
will be back with us next year and the years to come. 
George Baker has been one of the best captains we have 
ever had. We all know the fine tribute paid him in chapel 
a short while ago. It was probably not half of what he 
deserved. Never have we had a more conscientious cap- 
tain than he, a captain who would never quit. With two 
such leaders our team developed into as fine a team as we 
have had. Perhaps we have not the fine record to be 
proud of this year that we had last, but we have a great 
team that the school can well be proud of for some time 
to come. 


Compliments of 



** Nashville's Fastest Growing Department Store'* 
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AN OFFERING 

There is no better way than verse 
To frame a thought. 

No passion strong or love so 
deep, 

No joy or grief 
Can strike the deepest chord, 

If not in verse. 

0 poetry, whose magic Muse 
doth guide 
The winged pen. 

We come to lay our humble gifts 
Upon thy shrine. 

John Ball, *2b. 


THE FOREST FIRE 

And with the setting of the sun, 
a haze. 

And struggling through this 
shone the sun^s last rays; 

So with the coming of the night 
there blew 

A wind that man and beast alike 
would rue. 

And when the night did come a 
fiery fiend 

Along the western skyline could 
be seen. 

On precious food this monster 
now did feed. 

And terror with its monstrous 
hand did lead. 

The wild beasts fled before for 
safety’s sake. 

This demon that left ruin in its 
wake. 

And forests where the woodland 
folks did dwell 

Were changed into a fiery, burn- 
ing hell. 

George Wilson, ’25. 


SNOW 

The wind was blowing from the 
north ; 

It growled and howled all 
night. 

Over the fields and through the 
trees 

It sped with all its might. 

A little later came the snow — 
From where, I do not know — 

Silently drifting through the air 
To cover all below. 

Gliding and sliding through the 
air. 

Now whirling round and 
round. 

The snowy petals from above 
Came sinking to the ground. 

Soon they begin to drift about 
And fill the hollows nigh. 

Until they form a solid sheet 
Beneath the winter sky. 

Wyatt Jacobs, ’25. 


If I could live my life again. 
What changes I would make! 
I loafed my younger life away; 
It was a grave mistake. 

If I could go to school once 
more. 

How pleasant it would be! 

I would not mind an hour or two 
If old pals I could see. 

O youth, I wish I had you back 
For work as well as play! 
And oh, to spend a day or two 
At dear old M. B. A.! 

Frank Lowery, ’25. 


REECO MOTO POWER GASOLINE 


CHARLES M. CARROLL. ’!( 



RIED OIL COMPANY 
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THE GALLEON 

Outlined against the setting sun, 

When one more day was almost 
done, 

A treasure ship of proud old 
Spain 

Was sailing through the Spanish 
Main 

With towering prow and spread- 
ing sails 

Which seemed to scorn the 
strongest gales; 

A dragon was the figurehead. 

And all the sails were painted 
red. 

There were laid deep in the hold 

Many bars of Spanish gold 

Which this treasure ship did 
bring 

From Peru^s mines to the Span- 
ish king. 

But the God of Temi)ests at the 
sight 

Of a mortal ship that scorned 
his might 

Raised up dark clouds above the 
sea 

And set his dazzling lightenings 
free. 

Not a star was seen on high, 

Bu.t dark storm clouds hurrying 
by 

Challenged the ship to try its 
might 

With the God of Tempests on 
that night. 

Like an army answering the 
trumpet’s call 

The storm came on, a great 
black pall. 

There was no wind; the air was 
warm — 

When crash! down came the 
awful storm! 

The Galleon stooped, then gave 
a spring; 

It act^ like a living thing. 

Then seemed to take a sudden 
fright 

And darted off through the 
stormy night. 

The God of Tempests smiled to 
see 

How weak a mortal ship could 
be. 


And he smiled again to hear the 
roar 

Of breakers on a rocky shore. 

And now there was a splintering 
shock — 

The Galleon had struck a hidden 
rock. 

It disappeared beneath a wave 

And sunk to a dark watery 
grave. 

The treasure lies on the ocean 
bed, 

Though memories of the ship are 
dead. 

The treasure and the ship shall 
lie 

Till many centuries pass by. 

So ships, though mighty you 
may be, 

When you are sailing o’er the 
sea, 

Remember when you feel the 
gale 

That the God of Tempests must 
prevail. 

Moultrie Ball, ’27. 


SHADOWS 

Often a changing mood, a light 
desire, 

Some senseless whim m y 
fancy doth allure. 

And life, a summer’s day with 
driving clouds. 

Grows bright, grows dark, as 
mists the sun obscure. 

But sometimes comes a gentle 
twilight eve; 

And hushed, with all the world 
upon my brow. 

My thoughts hark back, and sad- 
ness fills my heart, 

A deep and tender grief, I 
know not how. 

Though life be spent in youthful 
pleasures gay, 

Nor memories hark back to 
long ago. 

Some twilight eve with mystic 
charm will cause 

Tears from the inmost soul to 
freely flow. 

John Ball, ’26. 
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Wm. Martin, ^23, is giving 
some a hot race for a regular 
position on the Vanderbilt bas- 
ketball team. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Edward Glennon, Jr., *22, is 
assistant business manager of 
the Vanderbilt Commodore. This 
’"isures his succession to the 
itorship the year following. 

* * * 

Andrew Jackson IV, 1900, has 
mailed us a second contribution 
of his to the literature based on 
Old Hickory. The author is con- 
nected with the Uniersity of 
Southern California. 

* « * 

An alumni game in basketball is 
scheduled during the Christmas 
holidays when some of toe re- 
cent stars now off at college 
have returned home. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Lee Hunt, *20, leaves Nash- 
ville shortly after Christmas to 
enter the home office of a large 
insurance company in Philadel- 
phia. Since his graduation from 
Vanderbilt last year he has been 
at work with his brothers in 
their firm of C. A. Hunt & Co., 
insurance. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Henry Piper, *23, is on the 
staff of the Sporting News of 
St. Louis. In his off time he 
has been playing half back on 
the Y. M. H. A. team, the only 
Gentile on the squad They have 
had a very successful season. 


Don Buell, *23, has been mak- 
ing a good record in football at 
West Point, having made the 
regular squad during this, his 
freshman year. 

* * 

George M. Russell, *16, after 
graduating from the Vanderbilt 
Dental School last June, has 
opened an office in the Vendome 
Building. 

* * * 

We record here the death of 
Douglas Kingsland, which oc- 
curred in St. Louis on December 
9th. He was a student at the 
Western Military Institute, the 
name borne by Montgomery Bell 
Academy (the preparatory de- 
partment of the University of 
Nashville) before the Civil War. 
Douglas Kingsland was for 
twenty-four years consul for 
GuMemala. He was for many 
years prominent in business cir- 
cles of St. Louis. 

♦ * ♦ 

Owen Morris, *22, after a 
year*s absence from college, has 
returned to Vanderbilt to com- 
plete his engineering course. He 
has been elected president of his 
class. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Charlie Russell, *22, after 
completing his pre-dental re- 
quirements at Vanderbilt, has 
enrolled in the Vanderbilt 
School of Dentistry. 




Rolling bones gather no coin, 
says Pea Green. 

* ♦ ♦ 

Miss Sarcastic (to Riddle) — 
“Jimmy, you are good-looking at 
times, but the funny thing about 
it is, I can’t remember the times.” 

* ♦ 

M. B. A.’s contribution to foot- 
ball of the South — ^All-Southern 
Hardin. 

* * * 

(Tune, Alma Mater.) 

At our building’s western bor- 
der 

Solemnly sits Caldwell; 

In his hand his trusty paddle. 

All do know it well. 

Caution ever be our watchword. 
Silence must prevail. 

Hail to thee, our freshman 
teacher — 

Charlie B., all hail! 

Freshman W. C. 

* * 

On a moonlight night 
When the moon shone bright 
On the moonshine still 
By a moonlit rill 
Where the moonshiner 
Makes moonshine fine — 

Oh, this is just a moonstruck 
line. G. W. 

« ♦ 

Mr. Wilson: “What is that pe- 
culiar odor in this room?” 

Keene: “ ’Fessor, I went hunt- 
ing last night and caught an ani- 
mal that seemed to have been 
eating onions.” 


When autos travel on the sea. 
And when Sahara’s sands get 
muddy. 

When bartenders get drunk on 
tea — 

Then is the time I like to 
study. C. H. 

♦ 

Solomon Sykes, just for fun. 

Sat down on a son-of-a-gun. 

With his trousers afiame. 

He arose — ’twas a shame 
To see what those fireworks 
done. 

« « ♦ 

Mrs. J. : “Whitsitt, how is h 
pronounced in Spanish?” 

No answer from Whitsitt. 

Mrs. J.: “Baker, answer this 
question.” 

Baker: “You don’t pronounce 
the h at all.” 

Whitsitt, eagerly: “Well, I 
didn’t pronounce it, did I?” 

« « « 

At the Vandy-Sewanee game: 
Score, S 10; V 0. 

A voice from the stands, hav- 
ing previously given twenty 
points on Vandy: “Come on 
Vandy! We just need 30 more 
points. Whee-ee-ee! Come on 
Vandy!” 

* * m 

A voice from the rear of one 
of those crowded Hillsboro cars: 
“Oh, boy! I wish I had the in- 
ventor of one of these muzzle 
loading cars on here now!” 
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K. Jones, working a cross 
word puzzle: ‘‘Say, Duck, give 
nie a three letter word meaning 
a false alarm.” 

Duck: “Let^s see. O, yes, 
I. O. U.” 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Professor had a little pad 
Its sheets were black as coke. 
Cause everywhere Professor 
went 

He wrote Time down for smoke. 
One day he went behind the 
hedge 

To see what he could see. 

And there he saw a form or two. 
Or maybe two or three. 

He slipped around and looked 
and looked. 

Could only see a trace; 

Hut when the smoke had cleared 
away 

There was nothing there but 
space. 


Butts ’ Geny says that he 
will not get a hair cut until he 
makes the basket ball team. He 
must be intending to join the 
“House of David.” ' 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

It has been suggested that the 
iQcaly editors quit “griping” and 
write themselves up. Is this 
meant for humor? 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Judge to darky: “Nigger, why 
did you run from that officer 
yesterday?” 

Black individual: “Well, Jedge, 
you know mos’ everything I do 
I do it fast.” 


K. Jones in French: “ a 

beautiful lady — ” 

Prof. C. : “No, ‘fair lady.* ** 

K. Jones: “This is no street 
car. 


H — IS the name of a lady 
Who sits in the park when ’tis 
shady. 

One day with Bill Greene 
She was said to be seen 
When the light of the day had 
grown fady. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Prof. L. in Geometry: “Wilson, 
what is an octagon?** 

Wils 9 n: “It*s a bar of soap.** 

*Tis hard for me to sleep at 
night, 

’Cause the cats on my roof just 
fight and fight. 

And when I get up to get my 
boot. 

Something tells the old cats when 
to scoot. 

But some night I will catch them 
napping 

And there will be an end of 
scrapping. 

When they think I*m in bed and 
^ sleeping, 

1*11 be behind the chimney peep- 
ing. 

Then with my old and trusty 
boot 

Careful aim 1*11 take and shoot; 
And then those old cats I will 
bake. 

And hot tamales I will make. 

Chili Hardin, *27. 

We wonder if in these in- 
spired lines the author is telling 
any of Chubby *s secrets? 

From internal evidence we are 
led to believe that Chili thinks 
the poetic muse is spelled 
mews.** Be that as it may, what 
has has written is very amews- 
ing. 

♦ « * 

Mrs. Ball, in English 6: “The 
next study which we will have is 
Samuel Johnson.** 

Wherry: “Who was Samuel 
Johnson, anyway?** 


WELCH’S BARBER SHOP 

For Thoso Who Are Particular 


Barbers 


16th Near Broad 
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Murray S.: “Aw, boy, you’re 
i^orant! He was the Confeder- 
ate general who was killed in the 
battle of Shiloh.” 

Hawkins: “Neither one of you 
kn<yw what you’re talkin’ about; 
he was the man who wrote the 
Ancient Mariner.” 

Mrs. Ball faints. 

« « « 

Bradford: “Charlie, do you 
know where I can find a refer- 
ence book?” 

C. Vaughan: “No. What is it 
you want to know?” 

« « « 

Limericks 

There lived a young maid in 
Cologne 

Who went out to buy some 
bologne. 

The new clerk on duty 
Said, “Oh, she’s a beauty; 

But I reckon I’ll let her alone.” 

A. N. 

There was a young r\aid of 
Quebec, 

Who fell in the si.dw to her neck. 
When they asked, “Is you friz?” 
She said, “Yes, I is.” 

It sure does get cold in Quebec. 
. L. P. 

s « * 

He, putting his arm about her 
neck: “What if your mother 
should come in and see me?” 

She: “She might get you the 
same way.” 

« « « 

He: “What time is it?” 

She: “Oh, it isn’t late. You’re 
just bored?” 

4> « S 

She: “Why did you let go the 
steering wheel?” 

He: “OJi, I. just wanted to see 
if I had a flat tire.” 

She: “Oh, you mean thing.” 

« ♦ « 

Noble, in Caesar class: “Pro- 
fessor Cherry, how about those 
Fords that Caesar said were 
found in Gaul? I think that 
must have been a joke.” 

Prof. C.: “I supi>ose so, but it 
is an awful poor one.” 


Latin Four 

It was a cold, cold day in winter. 
The rain was falling fast. 

When two young lads of “Latin 
Four,” 

Were singing of the past. 

It was thirty minutes later. 

The lads had changed their tune. 
For by their names on the time 
sheet was, 

“An hour this afternoon.” 

Then to the upper hall they 
went. 

When eight times the bell had 
rung. 

To pay the hpur they had got. 
For the song that they had sung. 

But before it all was over. 

As they looked out at the rain. 
They agreed they would not sing 
that song 

In Latin class again. 

Thomas Martin, ’26. 

« * * 

Scene: Math. 6 Room. 

Time: Fourth Period. 
Characters : Mr. Lisenby, 

“Shag” Moore and Class. 

Mr. Lisenby finishes drawing 
figure on# the blackboard. Class 
is very attentive ( ? ) 

Mr. Lisenby: “Given the cir- 
cular cylinder — ” 

“Shag” Moore: “We didn’t—” 
Mr. Lisenby: “To prove — ” 
“Shag”: “We didn’t have—” 
Mr. Lisenby: “VO is parallel 
to V’O’. 

Moore (loud) : “We didn’t 
have that prop. — ” 

Class: “Keep quiet.” 

Mr. Lisenby: “Draw AB per- 
pendicular to VO. 

“Shag” (loud^) : “We didn’t 
have that proposition — ” 

Class: “Keep quiet.” 

Mr. Lisenby: “Since AB is per- 
pendicular to VO. 

Moore (still louder) : “We 
didn’t have that proposition for 
today.” 

Mr. Lisenby: “I know we 
didn’t.” 

Silence. 

The end. 
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Mother, reading: ‘‘Woman sues 
her ex-husband/* 

Child: “What, her tenth hus- 
band?” 

♦ ♦ « 

Mr. Lisenby: “Givens, you and 
McEwen swap propositions. 
What does that lea,ve you?” 

Givens: “Th^t leaves me hold- 
ing the sack, *fessor.** 

>t< « « 

The fellow who planted the 
hedge probably didn*t know he 
was laying down a smoke screen. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

Mr. Ball: “Walker, run up the 
shade.** 

“Spider” Walker: “Sure, 
*fessor.^ 

* ♦ * 

The Evolution of the Pin 
Straight — 

Frat — 

Rolling — 

Safety- — 

(See thfli point?) 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

It may see^^i funny, but more 
fish are caught at Christmas than 
at any other time. Ask Riddle. 

♦ * ♦ 

Hi: “I had a dream last night. 
I was crouched low in a dark 
corner while a terrible figure 
stood over me. Pointing its fin- 
ger at me. the vision said: ‘Your 
Nemesis is approaching.* ** 

Wye: “You don*t say.** 

Hi: “Yes. What is a Nem- 
esis?** 

Wye: “An exam.** 

* * 

These have played their 
last game of football for M. B. 
A.: Baker, Ball, Skipwith, 

Bowman, Jones, Rea, Gaffney, 
Turner. 


Cole : “What is the matter 
with your foot, Treanor?** 

“Craggie Hope** Treanor: 
“Well, you know the train don*t 
stop at my station and I have to 
jump. Last night some low down 
scamp put a rat trap in my saw- 
dust pile.** 

« « « 

The Literary Societies have 
been discontinued until after 
exams. To some boys this means 
more work and less pleasure, 
but the majority of the boys 
take these societies as a serious 
proposition. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

The lunch-room opened the 
Monday after the last football 
game amid cries of: “Piece of 
candy, Nu-Grape, piece of pie, 
Coca-Cola.** 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

“An army moves on its stom- 
ach,** someone said. 

“So does a football team,** cry 
the M. B. A. Irish as they eat 
their portion of beef on Friday. 

« 

Ham: “What are you looking 
for?” 

Sam (under a street light) : 
“A dime I lost down the street.** 

Ham: “Why are you looking 
for it up here?** 

Sam: “There*s not any light 
down where I lost it.** 

♦ ♦ * 

Gaffney (in Senior English) : 
“Mr. Ball, where can I get a 
translation of this book?** 

Mr. Ball: “What book have 
you?** 

Gaffney : “Milton*s Minor 

Poems.** 


WINDSOR 

PURE EXTRACTS AND SPICES 

Cumberland Manufacturing Go. 
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Lurton Ralls, *24, is working 
for the Dover Blast Furnaces at 
Dover, Tenn. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

They say that *Tete** Sawyer, 
*24, is lassoing steers on a Col- 
orado ranch. We have also heard 
rumors of a red-haired heifer in 
the same region who has been 
giving him more than ordinary 
trouble. If he is out after any 
more letters, we recommend him 
this time the “Let *er B.** 

♦ * ♦ 

Correct this sentence: 

Mr. CaldY^ell: “Instead of 
spending your money in the 
lunch room, buy a football ticket. 

♦ « 

NOT TOLD BY CAESAR 

Bold Caesar in the Senate sat, 

A wreath upon his dome. 

An awful scowl upon hL face 
For he was boss of Rome. 

Now northward in the land of 
Gaul 

The tribes had had a fuss; 
Some legionaries had been 
beaned. 

Which made bold Caesar cuss. 

Wrathfully he did roar forth, 
“Call out my trusty legions. 
And I swear by my helmet plume 
That 1*11 clean up these re- 
gions.** 

Out they marched, and to the 
north. 

The Gallic tribes to fight. 
With polished shields and sharp- 
ened swords 

And armor clean and bright. 

Arrived within the land of Gaul, 
They with a right good will. 
Before old Sol had quite gone 
down 

Had camp pitched on a hill. 

Now Gallic men are fierce. 

And ambush is their pet. 

So they planned within the next 
few days 

Old Caesar*s goat to get. 


In the morn the Romans all 
awoke. 

Ate breakfast and struck 
camp; 

The legionaries packed their 
junk 

And prepared for a long day*s 
tramp. 

But suddenly the enemy 

Showed up, oh awful near. 

And when the Romans charged 
at them. 

They closed in on the rear. 

On the walls of Rome a sentry 

A dust cloud far did spy. 

And making a trumpet of his 
hands 

Gave forth a deafening cry. 

The people gathered on the wall 

To greet the army home. 

When out of the dust cloud ap- 
peared 

Bold Caesar headed for Rome. 

Moultrie Ball, *27. 


GIRLS 

Girls, girls, everywhere; 

Some are crooked, some are 
square ; 

BvX the ones that I like best 

Are not “the everlasting pest.** 

Girls, girls, everywhere; 

Some are crooked, some are 
square ; 

Some are brave, some are bold; 

But the ones I like best are the 
ones of old. 

Girls, girls, everywhere; 

Some are crooked, some are 
square ; 

Some are broad, some are tall; 

But the ones I like best are short 
and small. 

Girls, girls, everywhere; 

Some are crooked, some are 
square ; 

But always the biggest flirts 

Are the ones that wear the 
shortest skirts. 

Shade Murray, *26. 
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*1, ■^‘=™'>wie<Igment is made of 
the following recent arrivals: 

The Ward-Belmont Hyphen, 
Ward-Belmont, Nashville, Tenn. 

. J**® Peabody Volunteer, Pea- 
body Demonstration School, 
Nashville, Tenn. 

Cental High School Signal, 
gntral High School, ColuifSia. 

Wallace World, Wallace Uni- 
versity School, Nashville, Tenn. 


me Megaphone News, Central 
High School, Nashville, Tenn. 

The Whip, Lebanon High 
School, Lebanon, Tenn. 

The Coffee Pot, Central High 
School, Manchester, Tenn. 

Parrot, Red Wing 
High School, Red Wing, Minn. 

Argus, Shelton High School, 
Shelton, Conn. 

The Jester, Columbia. 

p®ntral Digest, Central 
High School, Chattanooga, Tenn. 


Clippi 


mgs 


Teacher— “What is the most 
commonly used phrase of high 
school students. Jack?” 

Jack: “I don^t know.” 
Teacher— “Correct” — Signal. 

“WW w night)— 

v)^at does love mean, anyway?” 

He (embarrassed) — “Er it 

Clothing in tennis.” — Black 
and Blue Jay. 


^ **What color dress are you go- 
^ Final Ball?” 
I m going to wear black to 
“^^ch my date's hair. What 
color'll you wear?” 

A I’ll go. My 

date's bald-headed.''^Rice OwL 

‘‘When I proposed to Flossie 
she asked me for time to make 
up her mind.” 

Hated Rival: “Oh, so she 
makes that up, too.” — Jester. 


Man: A few habits, good and 
bad, done up in a skin. — W.-B. 
Hyphen. 


‘‘Now we're approaching that 
long tunnel, you're not afraid, 
sweetheart?” 

+ ^ you only 

take that cigar out of your 
mouth. — The Orange Owl. 

Fatheiv-“Y]oung man, where 
were you last night” 

Sun— “Oh, I was only ridin<^ 
some of the boys around. 

Father— “Well, they left their 
lipsticks in the car.” — Signal. 

Mother: “What do you mean 
by putting your thumb to yonr 
nose and wriggling your fingers 
at those little boys?” 

Willie: “Don't you worry, ma 

--they know what I mean.” 

American Legion Weekly. 
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‘‘I am glad the Sunday gaso- 
line ban has been lifted,” said the 
cheerful looking stranger. “It 
will help my business.” 

“Are you an automobile man- 
ufacturer?” 

“No,” replied the stranger, “I 
am an undertaker.” — Signal. 


So far as can be seen, the 
only difference between a girl 
chewing gum and a cow chew- 
ing her cud is that the cow looks 
a little more thoughtful. — Echo. 


“Do you really love that girl 
youVe going with?” 

“As much as she’ll let me.” 
— Cracker. 

Medium — “Is there a departed 
spirit with whom you would like 
to communicate?” 

He (eagerly) : “Yes.” 

“Who?” 

“Johnnie Walker.” — Gargoyle. 


Rip — “That duke over there 
is now speaker of the house?” 

Rap — “Really? Did his wife 
die?” — Stevens Stone Mill. 


Judge (to man condemned to 
death) — “You have a legal right 


to express a last wish, and if it 
is possible it will be granted.” 

Prisoner (a barber) — “I 
should like just once more to be 
allowed to shave the district at- 
torney.” — Comad. 


“How did you get jaundice?” 
“Riding in yellow taxi-cabs.” 
— Amherst Lord Jeff. 


Freshman — “May I smoke?” 
Bored Deb — “I don’t care if 
you burn up.” — Notre Dame 
Juggler. 


Farmer (addressing the hen 
house) — “Who’s in there?” 

Quavering Voice — “Nobody 
but just us chickens.” — Ex- 
change. 


Bean — “Smith, did you fail to 
embrace an opportunity?” 

Smith — “It depends, sir, |pn 
the said opportunity.” — Louisi- 
ana Reveille. 


Jersey Judge: “So you mur- 
dered your family. Thirty 
days.” 

Prisoner — “Don’t be so hard 
on me, your honor, it was only 
a small family.”— N. T. U. Med- 
ley. 
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M;. B. a., 7; Tilghman Hi, 13 

Montgomery Bell, after a trip of some two hundred 
miles, met defeat at the hands of an excellent team, namely, 
Tilghman High School, of Paducah, Ky. It was a well- 
played game, both teams putting everything they had in 
the contest. 

This game marked the dedication of a handsome cement 
stadium whose seating capacity is four thousand, and on 
this occasion there were at least from 4,000 to 5,000 
present. 

After the dedication, Tilghman came on the field, fol- 
lowed by the Maroons. Then, following a snappy punting 
practice, the game began. 

We kicked off and Clifton returned 26 yards to their 
28-yard line. They tried several line bucks and punted to 
us in midfield. Then the real fun started. The Academy 
began a march down the field, which was finally stopped by 
the Purple and White players on their 3-yard line. They 
punted and the kick was blocked by Brown, who fell on it 
for a touchdown. Roberts kicked goal. We received the 
kickoff, and after several attempts to gain ground, punted. 


DRINK 



B Whereover NuGrape is sold it tells it*s own story 
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Watkins, Tilghman haL, was downed in his tracks by 
Wells. After gaining first on three line plays, Clifton broke 
through behind perfect interference and raced 60 yards 
for a touchdown. It was one of the most brilliant runs 
the writer has seen in some years. A place kick tied 
the score. 

The game then progressed until there was but five 
minutes left to play for the half. Johnson attempted to 
punt on our 38-yard line, and Barnett, guard, blocked it. The 
Purple and White squad recovered on our 2-yard line. There 
our line deserves wonderful praise for holding them for 
three downs, with but an inch being gained, but on the 
next play a fake line plunge netted a touchdown via a pass. 
The try for goal was incomplete as the half ended. The 
second half was played much in the same order as the 
first, both teams playing about even. The game ended 
13 to 7 in their favor. 

For M. B. A., Skipwith, Johnson, Brown, Greene and 
Captain Baker played well. For Paducah, Clifton and 
Bryan were the stars. C. Vaughn, of M. B. A., also gave a 
creditable account of himself. 

* « « 

M. B. A., 13 ; Central Hi, 14 

And now comes the best game played by the Maroons 
all the year. The Academy eleven next met Central Hi, of 
Nashville, in one of the best played games seen on a local 
field in years. M. B. A., outweighed some 15 pounds to the 
man, put up a fight that should have merited victory. 

The contest started with Central getting the ball on 
the 50-yard line, owing to two kicks out of bounds by 
Brown. Two line plays were tried and then Duggar, Cen- 
tral full, skirted end for 35 yards. Here Central lost the 
ball on downs and M. B. A. punted to midfield. Six line 
plunges by Duggar later on put the ball on our 
20-yard line ; then on the next play the Central star found 
a hole and went for a touchdown. He kicked goal. 

The game progressed in rapid-fire manner until the 
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half ended, both teams playing good football, with the de- 
fense ability of the Maroons shining. 

The next half started much in the same manner. But 
in an exchange of punts Central was forced to kick from 
her own 7-yard line and the kick was blocked by Blair and 
Jones, Roberts recovering for a touchdown and later adding 
the extra point. 

With the score tied in the fourth quarter Duggar again 
broke the tie by sensational line-bucking. The goal was 
kicked and they were ahead with but three minutes to play. 
It looked bad for us, but here the unbeatable M. B. A. spirit 
was shown. Receiving the kickoff on our 15-yard line, 
the Maroons started a passing attack, the best that has 
been displayed by any prep school on a Nashville field. Out 
of eight attempts, six were completed for a total of 75 
yards and a touchdown, Roberts, Blair and K. Jones being 
on the receiving end. 

Roberts, who played a whale of a game, failed of his 
try for goal. The game ended shortly after. 

The whole M. B. A. team played wonderful ball, having 
six regular men out of the game via injuries. To mention 
any one of the players would be to show partiality, so with 
the praise that is due Captain Baker, we will let it go 
at that. 

The Central team, too, played good football, with Dug- 
gar, Loser, Harvill and Captain Sullivan standing out 
above the others. 

M. B. A.— Ball, left end; Bowman left tackle; Wells, left 
guard , Baker, center ; Rea, right guard ; Brown, right 
tackle; Roberts, right end; Johnson, quarter; Gaffney, right 
half; Green, left half; Turner, full. 


The latest novelties in wearing apparel for the 
college man 

R. Z. LEVY & SON 

223 Fonrth ATenae, N. 

Aak HERBERT JOHNSON 
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M. B, A., 0; Hume-Fogg, 18 
Next conies the last game, played on a sloppy day, and 
one that marked good football in spurts. M. B, A in this 
game did not play the football that it was capable of. 

The game started with the Maroons receiving the kick- 
off. After several attempts at the line, Johnson punted. 
Hume-Fogg started displaying a varied attack, and after 
ten minutes of hard playing they had the ball on our one- 
yard line. Johnson’s punt was blocked and Lucas, end, re- 
covered. They kicked goal. Once more in the first half 
they scored by bucking it over. The second half was fea- 
tured by better playing upon our part. They scored once 
more before the game ended. 

For us. Baker, Brown and Wells starred. 

For Hume-Fogg, Lucas, Worrals and Hackman were 
the stars. 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

The Bulletin wishes to praise the work of “Chile” Har- 
^n, who has recently received the honor of being picked 
by all the coaches of the South as all-Southern quarterback 
Two Tennessee boys were chosen in this group, Bristow 
of Castle Heights and Hardin of M. B. A. 

Our pick for an all-city team: Sullivan (Central), left 
end; MIorton (Wallace), left tackle; Wells (M. B. A.) leff 
guard; Baker (M. B. A.), center; Harvill (Central), right 
guard; Wilson (Peabody), right tackle; Dykes (H.-F.) 
right end; Hardin (M. B. A.), quarter; Armistead (Pea- 

♦ ♦ ♦ 

On Saturday night, , December 6, the annual football 
banquet was given at the school. Mrs. Ball was hostess. 

This dinner was the best that has ever given given at 
M. B. A. The decorations were very well arranged and 


The Most Refresh- 
ing Drink in the 
World 



AT ALL STORES, 
CAFES ARD STAHBS 

Sc BOnLE 
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flowers given to us by Geny’s and Joy’s added greatly to 
the attractiveness of the tables. 

After the dinner there were several speeches made by 
the coach, captain, members of the faculty, guests and also 
members of the squad, all of which were present. 

Then came the awarding of the letters. The letter men 
for nineteen twenty-four are as follows: Baker, Brown, 
Wells, Bowman, Skipwith, Roberts, T., Ball, Johnson, 
Geny, Hardin, Greene, W., Gaffney, Porter, Jones, Rea and 
Turner. 

Then two presents were delivered, one to Coach Adams, 
the other to Captain Baker. 

After dinner the elections for Captain and Manager 
were held. Charles Hardin was elected Captain and Her- 
bert Brown Mlanager for nineteen twenty-five. 

♦ ♦ « 

M. B. A. versus H. F. in 1975, if the Teahounds have 
their way. The following is an account of the game taken 
from the society column of the Nashville Tennessean, Nov. 
20, 1975: 

“Scarlets outdance Hume-Fogg Blue Angels in Annual 
Ceremony. Scarlets score in third via cute little trick play. 
Many new styles displayed by spectators; also feature of 
game.” 

“On a nice, crisp Autumn afternoon, just nice enough to 
let the socially elect appear in their latest fall garb, H. F. 
met M. B. A. in their 60th annual ceremony. Both rooting 
sections cheered long and vigorously, yet not boisterously, 
but with sufficient volume to be distinctly heard. Only the 
elite of the city were allowed to attend the game, as only a 
few bids were sent out, thus preventing much of the hood- 
lumism displayed at the games back during the old semi- 
barbarous days when anyone was allowed to attend, no 
matter what might be his social rating. The orchestras of 
both institutions were there and played many jazzy and 
snappy tunes. 

The Scarlet team entered the affair strong favorites to 
cap the bunting, having been victorious over the strong 
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Ward-Belmont squad, and also having played the Vander- 
bilt Freshwomen Co-eds to a draw game. Both teams were 
in the pink of condition, having been in hard training for 
two and a half months. The H. F. mentor had indeed al- 
lowed his team only six cream puffs, four nut sundaes, and 
five fags, while the Scarlet squad had been limited to only 
three dances per week. One can readily see that with these 
hard ruks football means a great sacrifice on the part of 
the individual. Of course perhaps a few have indulged in 
light wine occasionally, but if ancient records can be relied 
on, it is easily seen that on the old savage and uncouth 
teams back in the days of Captain George Baker and Pete 
Sawyer some of the boys frequently imbibed that awful 
stuff called corn “likker." Both kickers were in splendid 
condition, having danced in cabarets all summer. 

Doing his stuff at full back for H. F. was M. E. D. 
O.Driscoll II, of a famous north Nashville family. His 
team was delightfully attired in navy blue and snow white 
tunics and from their manly necks hung pendants on which 
was engraved “Fight furiously but gracefully.” About 
the waist was a neat white kid belt with Louis XV buckle 
to match. The shoes were by Hoofer & Son, hosiery by 
Loveman. Their striking costumes were the source of 
much praise by those in attendance. 

Playing at one eighth back, and Captain of the Scarlet 
team, was Percy Clarence Hardin, commonly called “Two 
Lump” by his set, owing to the fact that he always pre- 
ferred two lumps of sugar in his tea. He probably in- 
herited this from his great grandfather, the late “Chili” 
Hardin, who was a great star back during those old horrid, 
rough stages of the game, and also an all-Time, all-Ameri- 
can soda dispenser at Chubby’s. 

The M. B. A. team was also very imposing in crimson 
and powder— white shirt waists and head gear resembling 
that of an Egyptian warrior of the Fifth century B. C. 
Unique without being gaudy was the fact that their shoul- 
der pads were trimmed with purple chiffon and rare old 
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lace. The officials wore the regulation balloon knickers 
and crepe de chine blouses. 

Precisely at 2 ;00 o’clock “Two Lump” kicked off to the 
Blue Angels, and O’Driscoll returned twenty yards before 
he was tagged by a Scarlet end. To their surprise M. B. A. 
found that High School was as adept at tagging as they, 
and as a result very little ground was gained during either 
half. The feature of this period was the hard tagging of 
both aggregations and a colorful punting duel between 
“Two Lump” and O’Driscoll. 

Between the halves both teams had tea and each man 
smoked one of his favorite corktips. So after a hymn led 
by the coaches both teams entered the second half greatly 
refreshed and with renewed determination. 

The third qurter was a repetition of the first two for 
awhile, but late in the canto M. B. A. suddenly played her 
trump card. The M. B. A. jazz babies, the orchestra that 
had been going great all afternoon suddenly struck up a 
jazzy fox-trot; the High team, unable to resist, embraced 
each other and began tripping gracefully about the field. 
And “Two Lump” taking the ball quickly from center 
paced down the court for a touchdown. Many people were 
shocked, but all agreed that it was by far the cutest play 
seen on the court all season. On the attempt at goal the 
M. B. A. kicker received the warm approval of the rooters 
of both schools, when he refused to try for the extra point, 
seeing some mud on the ball and not wanting to soil his 
nice kid shoes. 

The High School team seemed somewhat disheartened 
but fought all the harder, but as the minutes slipped by 
and the game drew to a close it looked like M. B. A.’s day. 
Late in the fourth stanza of the ceremony, however, on a 
hidden ball trick the ethics of which were somewhat ques- 
tioned by the spectators, O’Driscoll went streaking down 
the field for a touchdown. A sigh of dismay arose from 
the M. B. A. rooting section for it looked as though the 
score would be tied or perhaps they might be beaten, but 
they had not reckoned with resourcefulness of “Two Lump.” 
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Playing at safety pin, he saw O’Driscoll dashing on- 
ward with no one near him. He shouted so all the stands 
could hear him, “Hey, there, O’Driscoll, there’s a run in 
your stocking.” Poor old O’Driscoll was so embarrassed he 
could do nothing but drop the ball and run to the dressing 
room in tears. And so by “Two Lump’s” strategy the game 
was won for M. B. A.” 

James T. Sanders, ’26. 


JfCitchelVs 
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MAXWELL HOUSE SHOE CO. 
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